A SURGEON IN ARMS

CHAPTER I

LIFE IN THE TRENCHES

IFE “out there” is so strange, so unique,
so full of hardship and danger, and yet
so intensely interesting that it seems like an-
other world. It is a different life from any
other that is to be found in our world today.
In it the most extraordinary occurrences take
place and are accepted as a matter of course.
I am sitting in a dugout near Fresnoy.
Heavy shelling by the enemy is taking place
outside, making life in the pitch-dark trenches
rather precarious. A number of soldiers of
different battalions on this front are going to
and fro in the trenches outside. The shelling
gets a bit worse, so some of them crawl down
into the entrance of my dugout to take a few,
minutes’ rest in its semi-protection. They can-
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